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Description: 

A naive teen goes out of her way and visits a club, she isn’t supposed to. 
Catching the eye of the most dreadful man in the world, seizing her route back 
to her normal life. 


Awaiting her in his club, is the ruthless King of underworld. No, isn’t his word 
and he cannot take it as an answer. But, when the girl he isn’t able to resist, is 
adamant in giving him what he dislikes, he is ready to burn the whole world to 
make her love him. 


Will his ego burn her in the process? Will the innocent ever be able to love the 
monster? Full of enemies, one being the girl herself, will his love meet the 
rocks, or a smooth end? 


It is for you to find out ;) 


(The book is just a sample. Entire version is now available on Dreame app) 


#Sasha West# 


Times have changed, horribly wrong. Today underworld 
is no more a secret, but a well known terrifying rock. Mafia 
has taken over the government, running it according to 
their whims and fantasies. 


The head of Mafia resided in United States and the man 
ruling it, is considered the most feared in the world. He is 
of age and ready to retire from the cruel world. This 
seemed to be the reason of joy for many, as he was said to 
be the most ruthless leader. 


Peter Knight was known to put Hitler to shame, with his 
notorious and heart wrenching deeds. His retirement was 
like a breathe of fresh air, until it turned out to be a 
nightmare. 


The news that shook everyone was his son, Damon 
Knight dethroning him. The young Knight did have the 
looks to kill, while his hands didn’t know anything apart 
from murder if ever anyone stood against him. 


He is a man, who changed his girlfriends like shirts and 
dumped them ruthlessly if the attraction died down. A man, 
who didn’t take no for an answer, who had the ability to 
crush the whole world if angered. People feared him, after 
all, young Knight did have a reputation to fear. 


Peter Knight didn’t change women disrespecting them, 
he was better than his son in this matter alone. He had a 
wife, whom he loved immutably and wouldn’t think twice 
before sacrificing himself for her. He never saw another 
woman. 


But his son is said to be a replica of his father, with an 
additional quality of being a womanizer, which seemed to 
be the major worry of half the population. 


Fear is the product of thoughts, he created such, which 
only multiplied fear to ten folds. Damon Knight wanted 
people to fear him, when they think and rethink, it gave 
him immense power against them. 


Wake up every day stronger than yesterday, face your 
fears and wipe your tears. Unfortunately if ever one woke 
up to face him physically or challenged him, he always 
stood ready to destroy that hope, because he was the 
reincarnation of fear. 


People fearing the fear was his power, and he made sure 
to not let it decrease, not now, not ever. Finally the day for 
which he had put days and nights into action came quickly. 


The Young Knight was supposedly being crowned the 
next Mafia’s emperor, the ruler of this enigmatic world, 
which meant another win crossed from his check list. He 
always believed he was a born conqueror, and made sure to 
mould any circumstance to his will, to clamp his position on 
the top. 


But little did he know, nothing is constant. 
And not always, owning will remain a winning sport. 


“Max! Where is Damon? Wasn’t he supposed to be 
waiting for the day, and not fooling around with women?” 
Roared Peter Knight, tired of his son’s womanising ways. 


He decided to set his prince straight, prior to handing 
over his empire to the young devil. 


“Sir! He is here.” Stammering, Max replied to the man 
who put demons to shame. 


“Dad, calm down! I can handle better now.” Spoke the 
young knight without a care in his tone and demeanour, 
while he walked closer to his dad and his future as the king 
of the country. 


“Son, don’t forget I still hold the power, never 
misunderstand my will to retire as my incapability. It’s the 
routine our family should follow. Otherwise I am still not 
weak to make the world bow down at my feet, and when I 
say world, that involves my blood too.” Peter Knight said 
emphasizing each word, masking his rising anger at his 
careless son with a blank face. 


“I know the time has come and you are handing over this 
empire to me. So why not do it with ease?” He mentioned, 
ignoring his father’s hidden threat, as he strolled towards 
the chair placed in the corner of the room, facing his father. 


“Well ofcourse! I would love to do that son, but not 
today.” 


“What do you mean, today isn’t the day?” 


“Because there is a will you have to fulfil to be crowned. 
Knight’s will, this is something every generation from our 
family has fulfilled. Your great grandfather Robin Knight 
has made.” Explained the current mafia king, handing over 
the paper called will, to his son. 


THE WILL: 


1. Build fear in living, on seeing the leader. 
2. Rule better than your predecessor. 
3. Marriage, a compulsion. 


For the young Knight the first was a cakewalk, that is 
what he did his entire life. 


But marriage was something he detested, for him it only 
meant lifelong slavery to the partner and his monstrous self 
esteem couldn’t become servant to a certain someone 
rather than the emperor to this world. 


“Marriage? Are you out of your mind? No! I am not 
fulfilling it. I am not giving anyone legal rights over me.” 
He growled at his father for picking up the topic he hated, 
and making it look like a compulsion if he planned on 
becoming the king. 


It was when the young Knight’s favourite cousin, Robin 
Knight entered the room smirking at his elder sibling, while 
making himself comfortable on the couch ready to cheer 
the scene disclosing before him. 


He always loved to watch the father and son go mad over 
the other, it made him feel being a part of normal family 
and not someone, involved in tearing other’s. Though it was 
one of the rarest times when his family felt normal, but 
whenever it happened he loved each bit of it. 


“Maybe Rob could do that for you.” 


Rob’s happy thoughts shattered when he heard his 
brother bartering him for own benefit; cursing under his 
breath he sat up straight and threw daggers at his older 
brother. The oldest one did have the manipulative skills and 
that bastard was using them now, making his younger 
brother the victim of his vicious mind. 


“Well then son! It looks like my throne doesn’t want me 
to leave her alone.” Ignoring Robin who kept killing his 
brother in his mind, and Damon who hoped his father might 
consider the swap, the current king of Mafia said shrugging 
his shoulders, dismissing him. 


“Why is it compulsory?” Growled Damon Knight, 
realising what his father was doing walking towards the 
throne placed in the middle of the room. 


“Because that will make you responsible enough to rule, 
and will enhance your potential.” The senior Knight smiled 


at his son, as if he did not just burst the bomb of marriage 
on his head. 


“Do I get to choose the girl, at the least?” He asked 
irritation clear in his voice, as a sigh of defeat left his 
mouth. 


“Oh well you do son. I will be waiting for the future 
queen.” The father Knight said louder, as he winked at his 
son who was starting to walk away from him, accompanied 
by another sulking Knight. 


“Rob, contact the driver. We are heading towards the 
club.” 


“And why would I do those honors brother? For using 
that malevolent brain of yours on your own little brother? 
Sorry, I have better things to do.” 


“Will you quit behaving like a kid already? I am on the 
verge of lunatic break, don’t let that engulf you.” Warned 
the young Knight to his younger brother, who refused to 
heed to his brother’s warning. 


“Rob!” Came the rough scolding tone. 


Sighing Rob asked unable to stay unfazed, because for 
him no one mattered more than Damon, “Why club? Shift of 
devil’s mind, want to choose a bride?” 


“Did you forget brother? I am supposed to find a woman 
to marry, not fuck. Women at my club are never the 
wedding type. I just want to clear my head, my dad did 
mess up with it certainly. But before that, let us finish the 
easier task.” Said the young knight, all his frustration 
leaving as he spoke the last line with a ghost of smile 
appearing on his stoic visage. 


“Fine let’s go! But do not forget, I haven’t forgiven you 
yet.” Still sulking Rob followed his brother. 


“Who knows, I might make it up to you in the club.” 


~ KW 


As the time has come again to use the Will, fear rose 
within the people. Killing people for no reason is just 
cruelty. Everyone knew it was time to save themselves from 
these cruel monsters. So they ran into their houses, which 
they felt guarded them from the young king. But no, the 
young mafia leader was fast, cruel and dangerous. 


Even earlier he killed people unblinking, but this time it 
was rancorous as his mind already was grasping for breath, 
for his dad had certainly swallowed it whole. 


Thus he accomplished the first task in the Will. Now he 
was feared by one and all, all the more. But to become the 
head and take his father’s place, he had to fulfil the other 
conditions too, which he despised. 


All this was happening on one side of the United States, 
while the other side had two beautiful sisters planning a 
sneak out. 


Will their paths cross? 
Sasha West’s P.O.V: 


“Sasha! How much time will you take to come out of that 
damn room? We are getting late” Yelled my sister, startling 
me and messing my eye liner. 


“Come on Elle, it is okay to go a little late. It doesn’t 
matter much” I replied my pitch higher than usual, as I 
scrubbed of the misplaced brown liner and re-applied it 
again. 


“It’s okay to go a little late, but not at the closing time” 
She countered loudly for me to hear from below the stairs, 
frustration clearly screaming in her tone. 


“Jeez! I am coming woman, now stop being over 
dramatic, we won’t be late” Stomping my leg on the hard 
wood, I replied vexed at her bossiness. 


As I hurriedly got down the stairs skipping two at a time, 
I found her impatiently drumming her long manicured 
fingers onto the railing while she leaned onto it. She was 
adorned in a sequined hot pink off shoulder dress whilst a 
deep frown etched to her angular face. To be honest, she 
looked hot irrespective of her non lady like expressions. 


My sister Elle is an year older to me, brunette hair that 
touches her waist, tan complexion, blue eyes and a sexier 
curvy body. 


She is the adventurous and beautiful one among us, 
whereas, I have a blonde hair that touches my butt, paler 
complexion, grey eyes and a boring slim body. 


“Oh My God! Sasha you look stunning. I’m sure you’re to 
turn a lot of heads today” Squealed my sister, as she 
crushed me in a bear hug, all her annoyance at me being 
late evaporating to thin air. 


“Not more than you Elle, you look sexy. Damn hot!” 


“Oh come on Sasha, today you look fab” complimented 
Elle. 


“Thank you El and now let’s get going. I don’t want my 
poor ears to bear the brunt of your fuss, if the club by any 
chance is closed” 


“Oh my dear sister, you are so gone if the club is closed 
by the time we reach” 


“Okay stop! Now let’s go” I whined locking the door and 
running into our Chevrolet. 


Our parents never let us out without assistance, since 
our country U.S isn’t how it is supposed to be or it was, 
decades ago. Mafia has become so powerful, that stepping 
out of the house has become impossible. But being one of 
the richest families in America, we never faced their wrath, 
but anyhow it wasn’t safe. 


Today we planned a sneak out, when our parents are out 
on a business trip. I know it isn’t safe, but what’s wrong in 
trying or so I thought. 


#Elle West# 
Sasha West’s POV: 


This slope is treacherous 
This path is reckless 
This slope is treacherous 
And [, I, I like it 


I can’t decide if it’s a choice 
Getting swept away 
I hear the sound of my own voice 
Asking you to stay 
And all we are is skin and bone trained to get along 
Forever going with the flow but you’re friction 


This slope is treacherous 
This path is reckless 
This slope is treacherous 
And I II like it... 


Blending perfectly with the uncanny lyrics of the 
beautiful song, fear made its place evident in my head and 
heart. I couldn’t stop but compare every word of it with my 
current turmoil. I felt those lines described my situation 
quite well. 


While starting at home, or at the time of making plans, I 
had no second thoughts on sneaking out to the club, which 
should be avoided by women of our stature. But now, as the 
destination seemed to be getting closer, the wheels in my 
head sped faster than the lightening, and gave me signals 
to back off. 


I am currently standing at the two crossroads, one was 
yelling at me excited and the other was whispering in my 
ears tensed; if our parents got even the faintest idea of us 
visiting the prohibited, that will be the last day of our newly 
granted freedom. 


Is this one moment of mischief, even worth my entire 
life’s freedom? 


But I am unable to stop my curiosity of going to the club 
I heard so much about, and it has reached its peak. I know 
it isn’t safe, but the change of direction to home has 
crossed a long time ago. 


Locking my hands together, I was trying to control my 
agitated heart, when the car came to a screeching halt. 
Infront stood the club with finest glass walls shielding it, 
white being the theme. But the irony was, pure is the only 
emotion deprived for the people who entered this place. 


So what point in painting it with the color, that 
represented innocence? 


The guards outside the entrance were dressed in black, 
yet their bodies screamed burly. Though every club had 
bouncers similar, but these people were more than the 
similarity. 


Something was off with these men, and why wouldn’t it 
be, when this place belonged to a man, the whole of United 
States hated with zest. The man of murder, the soon to be 
king of underworld. 


Now my brain started passing sensible comments, the 
first feeling I’d got was to run back home without the 
slightest benefit of doubt. This place definitely exuded an 
aura of danger, and my intuition was screaming that on my 
face. 


“Elle, I am having second thoughts. I really feel we are 
better off at home. This isn’t a place for us. What do you 
think? Is it even virtuous to be here?” 


“Come on Sasha, this is the place we always wanted to 
experience being at, so don’t you think we should go in?” 


She asked, unaware of my disoriented feelings at the sight 
of this club. 


I shook my head, trying to erase all the weird thoughts I 
got standing infront of this place. Maybe I was 
overthinking, that demon has better things to do than visit 
his own club. 


God! 
Please let him not come today. 


This is just for one day; I will never sneak out against my 
parents rule, ever again. 


Help us this once. 


As we reached the entrance, there stood a guard with a 
scar, that ran from his upper eyebrow till the end of his 
chin. He appeared to be a man, who believed his single 
glance would burn people to ashes. 


I shuddered at the way his eyes locked with mine, but 
soon Elle dragged his attention towards her as she asked 
us to be let in. 


Why is she being so oblivious? 


Or was she behaving that way, so I wouldn’t drag her out 
of this dangerous place, to back home? 


“Show me the Dare ID?” 


“What ID?” Elle gaped, not understanding a bit of what 
he uttered. 


“Sorry miss we can’t let you in, it’s an order from the 
boss to let only people with the Dare ID in” 


We had no idea what to do. Maybe this was the 
almighty’s sign to stop us from stepping into danger. 


“It is the first time we are here, and you are expecting us 
to provide you the ID? Have you gone nuts?” 


“Not in my hands lady.” Just as Elle and the guard 
argued, I sighed, unable to make my sister understand this 
place isn’t worth our time. 


Intending to divert my unsettling thoughts for the time 
being, praying the guard never permits us in, I squinted my 
eyes to the surroundings, only to lock my gaze with a man 
in his late twenties, standing a little distance away from us. 


His intense unwavering gaze captured mine, it spoke 
volumes which couldn’t be heard from his mouth. A slow 
shudder ran across my spine, involuntarily, not giving me a 
reason to find out why. His raven hair looked messed, 
asking to be ravished further, the steely grey eyes studying 
me as if it wasn’t upto him to blink. 


The sturdy, muscular physique having a difficult time to 
stay tamed under that well-fitted onyx colored shirt. The 
color intensifying his complexion to two tones. He seemed 
to be the perfect definition of a bundle of hotness, with a 
tint of power and strength. 


Realisation soon hit me like a thunder bolt. He might be 
someone dangerous, because every inch of him bled peril. 
And me staring at him for so long, can pass him fallacious 
assumptions, something that cannot be reversed if he chose 
to take them seriously. 


Gulping at my stupidity, I quickly diverted my eyes back 
to the scene in front, ignoring the dangerous presence few 
feet away from us. 


~ End of Sasha West’s POV ~ 


The young Knight and his brother, who was also his 
second in command, Robin Knight reached the club as soon 


as they finished the task mentioned in the ’Will’. 


The entire ride, Damon kept fisting and unfisting his 
hands, to cool his rising temper that shooted up everytime 
the thought of marriage entered his mind. He very well 
knew ’The Will’ was just a means to set him straight by his 
father. 


He was cent percent sure, “The Will’ was made by his 
own father probably a few days back. If the following ‘Will’ 
was hereditary, then how come he never heard about it 
since he was a child. 


By the age of ten, he learnt everything he needed to 
know about the field he would rule in the future, but he 
never knew about the so called famous ’Will’, his father 
declared it to be. 


Flaring his nose and furrowing his brows, he decided to 
show his dad he wasn’t any less, if Peter Knight wanted 
war, then be it, after all he is the heir and has the same 
blood flowing his veins as him. 


The only pacified time for him today was during the 
completion of the task, which he fulfilled with complete 
devotion. 


The halting of his car, brought him out of his ardent 
thoughts. As the car stood steady, his cousin, bestfriend 
and second in command, Robin Knight disappeared and he 
had no slightest idea to where. 


That man was such a wrong pick in the field their 
families worked in since forever. Robin was someone who 
was enclosed in a buoyant attitude, and was habitually 
carefree. He would even give away his own life for the 
people he cared and loved, he was actually too good to be 
true. 


Even though he carried his breezy manner and optimistic 
thoughts, yet he managed to rise fear in people, and made 
them do exactly what he wanted them to, ironically, earning 
him his position as the second in command. 


For Damon Knight, his mom and Rob were the only 
people for whom his heart softened, and he would even 
take a bullet for them. His mom was his only weakness, 
while Rob was his mighty strength. 


Whilst being caught up in the thoughts of his handsome 
inside out brother, he shifted his gaze aimlessly wishing to 
spot him somewhere. But what caught his eyes was 
something too heavenly to describe. 


His steely eyes found a similar pair, but unlike his, her’s 
were more on the softer side of grey. She looked too naive 
and innocent to be visiting his club. 


He shifted his stare to her right, to notice a much sexier 
lass fighting his guard and making it look like some mission 
of achievement. He found her a bit more hotter when her 
nose turned red with anger, it seemed like his guard wasn’t 
letting her inside the club. 


The two teenagers seemed to be sisters, there were few 
similarities, and he could easily spot them. What intrigued 
him to a miraculous extent was that, he always felt more 
attracted towards the hotter women, but today it seemed to 
be different. Because only he knew, how difficult it was for 
him to shift his gaze from the pale girl to the tanned 
woman. 


Maybe because the girl reminded him of someone from 
his past, and something stirred in his stomach urging him 
to kiss those luscious pink lips. The way her lips parted 
slightly, it felt like they were calling his to complete her’s. 


Unknowingly he found his legs moving on their own 
accord towards the two women, and he asked changing his 
demeanour quickly to the one’s like business. 


“What is it Jack?” 


“Both of them do not have the Dare ID, sir” Straightening 
his spine, the guard spoke stiffly masking even the slightest 
emotions displayed on his face noting the two beautiful 
women stand defenceless infront him. 


“Let them in” Waving his hand, the young knight spoke 
with a sly smirk playing at the corner of his lips. 


Elle gaped at the delicious man helping them, not even 
trying to mask the awe in her posture, she asked still 
gazing at his mysterious grey eyes, “May I know your 
name?” 


“T am Elle; this is my sister Sasha, and you?” She 
continued further with the introductions. 


“Shall we go in, and continue this inside?” 


“Yeah sure! Please lead the way” she replied, blushing at 
his straightforward audacity. 


As they stepped into the club with the young knight 
leading them in, they found everyone bowing to him. Before 
they could come to their own conclusions, the words they 
heard next freezed the sisters heart and mind, paralysing 
their feet. 


“Welcome Mr. Knight! We’ve been informed of your kind 
presence tonight. It is always such a pleasure hosting you.” 
Said the manager of the club, George Miller, whose palms 
turned cold at the intimidating presence towering him. His 
speech countering his tone. 


Elle and Sasha stood stumped unable to voice a single 
word; Sasha’s big eyes squinted accusingly to the young 
Knight, as if trying to figure out something or anything. 


She surely was one pure soul, who was trying hard to 
differentiate between the truth and lies. Sensing her 
blaming stare, reverberated an amused chuckle from him. 


Born and brought up in mafia, made him good enough to 
predict a human, he knew she was too good to be in his life, 
but his heart refused to have it any other way. 


The sudden cognizance made him jerk forward, seems 
like he found the girl, who would become his wife and rule 
by his side as his biggest support system. A girl who 
wouldn’t make him look at marriage like a compulsion, but 
a beautiful ride filled with love. 


Love? 


Is that what he felt, when he saw her the first time for a 
fleeting minute? 


She looked so pure, but how can someone be so innocent 
and pure, apart from the one person he once knew? 


It wouldn’t be an easy task to make her his, but the king 
yet to be crowned loved challenges, especially when they 
are linked to his new possessions. He never backed out, 
especially when his heart played the game. 


By force or will she would be his, and he will definitely 
make her, but how, would be her choice. 


#Nick Bateman as ’Damon Knight’# 
Sasha West’s P.O.V: 


“Welcome Mr. Knight! We’ve been informed of your kind 
presence tonight. It is always such a pleasure hosting you.” 
Recited a stout man with a slight bow and resumed walking 
upright towards the handsome man escorting us. 


I and Elle gaped at him, testing our senses to check what 
we heard was not a cruel prank played by fate on us. We 
couldn’t believe that Damon Knight, the ruthless mafia, led 
us in. 


I kept stretching my eyes to the side view length of the 
fanciable man, who no more seemed that way to us 
siblings. 


This is what I feared. I hoped against hope, he wouldn’t 
make an appearance in his own club. I pledged to never 
sneak out again, to never go against my parents, yet this 
had to happen. 


Maybe, I am overthinking, he is only being kind enough 
to let two women inside, who were being held out against 
their wishes. 


Yeah, right woman! 
Kind and Damon, go hand in hand. 


Are you always this dumb, or is this a_ fresh 
development? 


Gulping my fears, I stared into his hard sly ones, which 
were now solely focused on mine. The way he assessed my 
reactions, made me doubt whether he was_ the 
reincarnation of satan himself on the planet Earth. 


I never had a boyfriend and I was never in love, but that 
didn’t mean I wasn’t a victim of eye rape or flirty looks. I 


knew what those kind of stares meant, but his were more 
malignant than any of those I faced earlier. 


I tried to shift my gaze, I didn’t want to have any kind of 
contact with the pathetic disgust of a man, who only 
terrorised people to pass time, or who didn’t know the 
meaning of respect towards women. But I couldn’t, it was 
as if my each part was following his awful orders, it 
wouldn’t move until he permitted. 


I was so lost in hanging on the last thread of sanity, that I 
didn’t realise Elle dragging me to the exit door. It was 
always me, handling my sister when ever she succumbed to 
her panick attacks which was quite often. But today, it was 
the other way around. 


Maybe because that man wasn’t shifting his steel gaze on 
to anyone else apart me, and Elle might have noticed me 
being at the brink of facing a lunatic break. 


“Sorry miss, you can’t leave the club.” The guard’s voice 
rang in my ears, pulling me out of my fatal reveries. 


That was when I’d broken eye contact with the beast and 
turned to face Elle, whose one hand was pointed to the 
guard accusing him of holding us against our will, and the 
other, gripping mine to make sure I wasn’t left behind. 


“What the hell is wrong with you? First you didn’t let us 
in, and now you aren’t excusing us out” yelled Elle, her 
voice taking a sharp turn at the end. 


“It’s because, I told him not to” Came a voice behind us, 
and I didn’t need to be a sleuth to find out the owner 
behind that deep ice freezing baritone. 


When Elle turned to shoot daggers at him and was bout 
to curse, it took all my strength and will to turn and stop 
her with my palm pressing hers tightly. I didn’t want 


friction with a person, who wore murder on his sleeves, and 
played people’s lives for his fun. 


“May I know why?” I stuttered, unable to keep my 
volcano of emotions at bay. It was becoming more and more 
difficult to handle his intense stare, that spoke volumes of 
his inhumane feelings towards me. 


“IT want you to stay back for the dance, your sister can 
go.” And just like that he had to speak, to confirm my worst 
fears. 


Not one, not many. I did not want to be anywhere close 
to him, and a dance was the last thing I would agree to, 
when especially it meant being a prisoner in his arms. 


“What do you mean?” I voiced out, a little firm and clear 
this time. 


“IT want you to stay back. Did you hear me this time, little 
one?” 


“What do you even think of yourself? If you are a mafia 
that doesn’t mean you can do anything. My sister will not 
dance with someone as repellent as you, do you get that” 
Screamed Elle, pointing her long sleek fingers to him, as if 
warning a rogue. 


The way his face twisted at her words, snapped all my 
rebellious thoughts against him. He is the man of murder, 
and here, my sister and I are threatening him. If he wanted, 
he could kill us in a wink and make sure our bodies will be 
left to rot and won’t be found, until he wished them to be. 


No one as much as would raise voice on him for our 
safety, or for our corpses. Our parents would be left 
wondering; but no one present here will inform them about 
our tragic deaths. 


No, our stupidity cannot pull our parents down. 


What difference will it make, if I dance with him once? 
Maybe more than you think, girl. 
Might even won't stop at one! 


Gulping at my conscience and heart in hand, I turned to 
reply, when his sharp tone targeted at Elle cut my heart, “If 
you don’t put that finger down this instant, it might no 
longer stay pasted to your palm, shit. Wish to see, what I 
can and can’t?” 


“Look! We have to reach home, it is important. Please 
leave us be.” I tried persuading, but, who the hell am I 
kidding, he was smarter and faster than a vicious robot. 


“Of course darling you can, just a dance and you are free 
to go.” He said calmly, the previous anger evaporating into 
thin air. 


“Please let us go, our parents will be worried” I tried 
harder this time, but he was way more wicked than I had 
initially guessed. 


“Don’t lie to me babe. I very well know your parents are 
not home, you came to the club for the first time and your 
parents have no slightest idea regarding this, am I 
absolutely and undeniably right Sasha West?” He finished, 
making me and my sister shudder into nothing. 


I could slowly feel from Elle’s touch, she was loosing all 
the confidence and valiance she used as a facade to make 
me feel better and bring us out of this tricky situation. 


“How do you know so much about us?” I asked, masking 
a blank face and siding my anguish inorder to not trigger 
my sister’s panic attack, that was on the end. 


“Mafia gets what he wants, legally or illegally, never 
matters munchkin” He said slowly sending creepy shivers 


down my spine, leaving me to pick up the hidden meaning 
behind his crooked words. 


Elle was shivering now, all her previous demeanour 
turning into dust. I didn’t know how, but she still managed 
to stand on her two legs conscious. I decided to be strong 
for both of us, we are into this together. I will not let him 
treat us like he owned our damn life. 


But however, I didn’t want to face consequences which 
would ruin not just us sisters, but our entire ménage. To 
remain the peace of our household intact, I’d to make a 
move. I want my family to be normal without any mafia fuss 
dangling like swords aiming their necks. 


“T agree to the dance. But soon after, you will let us go.” I 
tried making a deal, with the man who had the ability to 
turn me into history. 


“Sure baby, as you please, for now.” He agreed, sealing 
my first dance for the night with him. 


But as long as it is not my life he is sealing with his, I am 
fine. 


Stop wishing inevitables! 


“May I have a dance with you Beautiful?” Asked Damon 
with a disarming smile, as if I had a choice to go against. 


I nodded a little, and as if finding the most precious 
artifact he quickly clutched my hands into his, and swept 
me to the dance floor as he locked me into his arms. 
Enclosing me in his strong grip, his smile widened 
fashionably making him look like hadés, flipping my heart 
along with his mastery of elegant dance moves. 


It is a sin for evil murderers like him to look this 
deliciously handsome. 


He is a satan, for godsake. 


Can’t you recollect the threats he shot at you just a few 
minutes ago? 


Stop drooling at him! 


Damon Knight was definitely a gorgeous looking satan, 
making sure he rules this planet like hell! 
Sighing, I decided to not see him any less than one, 
handsome or not, doesn’t matter until his heart is ugly. 


~ End of Sasha West’s POV ~ 


Playing with words was Damon Knight’s favourite game, 
especially, when he is more interested in the speaker. 


He made sure to agree to her statement, his way. The 
young Knight was a cruel man, but he never broke a 
promise if he made any. That was one of the many rules he 
made for himself and he always remained strict towards it, 
so when he made a promise to let her go, he made sure to 
turn it to his advantage. 


He was also the master manipulator, who made his 
mission to manipulate the young girl into thinking he was 
just interested in a single dance and nothing else. 


But little did she know, what kind of a man she 
encountered and was dealing with. 


Sasha West’s POV: 


I can clearly hear my heart speeding its beat faster than 
the bullet train, and he could feel it whimper under his 
intense gaze. The way his lips stretched into a knowing 
smirk, made it evident of him knowing my reactions to his 
actions. 


I hated this man for his evil guts and careless attitude, 
but yet my body gave away all the wrong signals to his 
touch. He kept twirling and securing me intimately in his 
arms not missing the ardent eye contact like he pleased, 
and I had no choice but to go with the flow. 


To avoid his intense gaze and my flipping feelings, I let 
my eyes wander to my sister. I could spot it even from the 
farthest distance I stood away, that she was terrified. She 
looked strong on the exterior with that straight face on, but 
only I knew what she was feeling within. A single gesture of 
assurance and she would burst into tears any moment. 


My attention was harshly pulled away from my sister to 
the kiling machine, as his left arm was dangerously moving 
up and his right exploring my lower body. This wasn’t the 
first time someone was feeling me up, but this is the first, I 
felt two contrasts at the same time, amazing and 
disgusting. 


The way his hands were shooting adrenaline into me 
everywhere they made contact, explained how an expert he 
is at handling a woman’s body. Though it felt too good to be 
true and gelled my core into causing strange sensations I 
never felt before, my mind was warning me and calling me 
disgusting for loving the feel of a murderer’s arms and 
enjoying the sexual tension he is assaulting me with. 


Snapping out of my disoriented fantasies, I pushed him a 
little too hard than I’d intended, to prevent his both palms 


from touching me any more intimately. 


But my push didn’t make any difference to him, and 
resting his arms on my waist firmer, pulling me closer, he 
replied as he nibbled my earlobe with his lips, “You’re 
different from the other girls I’ve ever been with Sasha. 
You make me feel things I thought I’d never ever possess 
again” 


Though I was curious at his mysterious statements, I did 
not question him except nodding to his confession. 


“Aren't you curious to know, how are you different?” He 
continued further, as he licked my earlobe, and ran his nose 
down the length of my neck. 


“T want to return back home” I stammered locking my 
legs together tightly, unable to keep the growing tensions 
at bay. 


“Sure you can Gorgeous” Hearing those words, I couldn’t 
stop but feel relieved. But yet his reply shocked me, as his 
actions weren’t backing his words. 


So to confirm my doubts, I asked, “Are you serious? Can I 
leave?” 


“Of course, see you soon Sasha West, bye for now” He 
said, pecking my shoulder blade lazily. 


Lifting his head to lock gaze with mine, he smiled 
pleasantly. It was a smile that had no hidden meaning 
behind it, or no masking sarcasm. A normal casual one, a 
boy met in a club would give to a girl he danced with. But 
when there is a Mafia man in place of a normal boy, you can 
never read even the meanings that you think are easier. 


A little unsure of everything going back to normal, I 
smiled slightly and turned back to leave, when I heard the 
words that were worser than death himself. 


“Brace yourself for tomorrow Love. I wish to speak to 
your parents regarding the wedding vows I intend to take 
with you.” 


The new found information burst upon me like molten 
lava, I stood numb as my legs were not ready for action 
anytime soon. I did not know how to react, my lower body 
had no more strength to back the upper one, I was ready to 
collapse when I felt two slender arms supporting my 
weight. I could feel Elle soothing my back, and whispering 
words to strengthen me. 


“Our wedding?” Still rooted to the ground and 
supporting my entire weight on Elle, I asked, well 
understanding what I heard earlier. 


“Yes Love, I wish to rule the world with you by my side” 
But this time, his words evoked strange kind of ire in me. 


If he thinks, he can do as he pleases with me, and I will 
agree to everything he likes without picking up a fight, 
then he is wrong. He doesn’t know who he is dealing with, 
if he is Mafia then I fucking don’t care when it is my life he 
is trading with. 


“But I don’t want to marry you bastard, do you 
understand? And don’t you dare call me Love.” I yelled 
facing him standing my ground, losing all the self-control I 
had. I pushed Elle a little, and walked closer, as if 
challenging him. 


Every other person in the club gapped at us with mouth 
hanging wide open, the music halted. The staff gulped at 
what might happen. But I couldn’t care less, if he wants to 
be an asshole then I will be bigger than that. He cannot just 
barge into my life one day and cut my freedom, he isn’t 
some God I should fear. 


You don’t have to fear God but pray, when there’s a 
devil’s paw ready to strike in the face. 


Stop being foolish! 


“Sasha don’t! Calm down, please.” Elle pleaded, hugging 
me closer. 


“Let’s go Elle, this isn’t the place for us” I said, still 
staring at Damon, though my words were meant for my 
sister. 


“Leave the place immediately, everyone” Growled 
Damon, like a wounded lion. 


Taking that as a hint, everyone ran out as quickly as 
possible as if the club caught on fire, with that previous 
concern for us both evaporating into thin air. 


I knew those words weren’t directed towards me, but I 
couldn’t care anymore, and thus challenging him I turned 
to walk away along with Elle. 


Just then I heard the asshole’s voice warning us, “Not 
you two” 


“Why? What do you want from us? You got to dance with 
me, what else do you want?” I asked, acting as if the 
previous epsiode where he proposed me didn’t happen at 
all. 


“You, my dear Sasha” He spoke again, fuelling my fury to 
ten folds. 


“Shut the hell up! I already told you I’m not interested in 
marrying an asshole like you. Are you that dumb to 
understand?” I spat, ceasing my life in hell. 


“You should stop cursing little one, if you want your 
tongue in its place.” He said calmly, reducing the distance 


between us. His calmness was like the silence before an 
enormous storm. 


“But I don’t want to marry you” I screamed rushing to 
the bar, and throwing every bottle and glass my eyes 
caught onto, like a spoilt kid does to make her parents 
succumb to her bizarre wishes. 


I was adamant on making him understand if I cannot 
destroy lives like him, I can atleast crush his precious 
belongings and property. 


But before I could damage his possessions further, I felt 
him pulling me by my luscious hair to the centre of the 
room. Harshly pulling me into him, he twisted my hands to 
the back, causing a sharp pain to shoot my arms. 

Pushing me more into himself, and holding my hands 
behind my back in a death grip multiplying the pain 
horrifically, he bit my neck causing a loud scream to escape 
my mouth. 


“Let me go, asshole. I hate you, and I would rather die 
than marry you.” Choking on my tears, I screamed hatred 
clear in my voice. 


Shivering in rage, he pushed me to the floor and sped to 
my sister, clutching her neck and choking her to death. All 
happened so insanely fast that it took me minutes to 
process everything he did. 


“No!” But my scream fell on deaf ears. 


“Let go off me.” Stuttered Elle, thrashing to break free 
from his steel grip. 


She ain’t able to breath. 
She is failing to stay conscious. 


I can see her eyes turning red with fear of death. 


She is turning pale second by second. 
God! Help me. 


“Please someone save her.” I screamed, trying to push up 
my pathetic self from the ground. But my body gave up due 
to the harsh fall. 


Everytime I tried to get up, I fell down again. Shit! I 
should be able to help my sister, she might die coz of my 
foolishness, and I cannot afford that. I tried harder, only to 
find myself falling on my face this time, but two hands 
prevented my fall and held me securely in their arms. 


I was too engulfed in my own deadly concerns that 
instead of thanking the alien man, I pushed him with all my 
might and tried rushing towards my sister. 


But before I could reach her, the man who helped me 
caught Damon’s hand in his, and said, “Let go Dam. You are 
only making it worse for the both of you. Killing her sister 
will not help you earn her love, cool down.” 


Instead of reacting to the man’s words, hissing like a 
serpant Damon turned to face me, his face red, which made 
him look exactly like the devil minus the two horns. 


Locking his vehement gaze with mine, he spoke words 
directing them to the alien man, “No one talks to me like 
that, no one disrespects me like she did, no one goes 
against me ever. If they do, they tend to loose their life in 
the most unexpected way possible. Now that you see, her 
life is too precious for me brother. So why can’t I teach her 
a lesson by snatching something too dear to her? And you 
will not stop me Rob.” 


Shuddering at the fierceness in his tone I painfully 
dragged my blurry vision towards the girl he was hell bent 
on killing, who stopped fighting the devil’s deadly grip 


while her eyes slowly started drooping with the lack of 
oxygen for quite some time now. 


Unable to see her in that state, I crawled with difficulty 
towards his feet and clamped on to it wailing, “Please, I am 
sorry for being rude. I was being a brat, so kill me. My 
sister has nothing to do with this, let her go.” 


But Damon was too lost in his rage that he did not budge 
from his position, his hands only tightened around my 
sister and eyes locked with mine as if warning me to go 
against him again. 


The man called Rob pulled me up and glaring at Damon, 
he warned, “Dam leave the girl. I care about her, like you 
do for Sasha. Is this enough to leave her be? You promised 
to make up to me in the club, I hope you will not let me 
down this time.” 


Snapping his head to Rob, he locked eyes with him and 
there was silent exchange of conversation. I only prayed 
whatever Rob was trying to convey, would pull my sister 
out of this devil’s death trap. 


Letting out a frustrated sigh, Damon released Elle’s neck 
and as I tried to catch her, Rob intervened and lifted her in 
his arms, 


“Rob, drag her out” Not making eye contact with Rob, 
Damon spat. 


I moved to hold my sister’s hand to make sure she was 
fine, when I felt a steely evil stare my way. It was so strong 
that, my legs refused to act according to my will. But my 
eyes pleaded Rob to take good care of my Elle, which he 
confirmed with a dimpled smile, that felt too genuine to 
doubt. 


As I saw Rob carrying out my sister, I wished I had an 
invisible cloak to ditch this demon and stand beside my 
sister. 


How did my life even turn this worse, in just one hour? 


Was America poisoned so bad, that two girls cannot live 
without protection in peace? 


Where did our curiosity land us? 
In the gutter! 


Cursing my conscience for its strange sense of humour at 
abnormal timings, I dragged my gaze to my peace offender 
only to whimper at his malicious stare. It doubled to worst 
than minutes ago, and my tears only multiplied at thinking 
all the worst scenarios playing repeatedly in my head. 


Like a predator stalking its prey, he slowly walked 
towards me. Unable to keep myself rooted to the place, I 
kept backing away, now that I got an idea of his cruelty I no 
longer wished to stay in his vicinity. 


“Stop please, I am sorry” I pleaded, seeing him reach 
closer to me. 


Pulling me towards him in a quick swift, supporting me 
stand up, he wiped my uncontrollable tears and kissed my 
cheek as he spoke, “What you saw just now is a small 
teaser to your future life, if ever I don’t find an yes to my 
wishes. So don’t make it worser for your loved ones by 
disobeying me Love. When I want something I get it, ways 
don’t matter. Understood?” 


I was too terrified to go against him, so without much 
choice I nodded meekly, as another round of tears made 
their place evident in my irises. 


“Marry me Sasha, or else you will lose everyone that you 
love, and I will be your worst nightmare” I froze, when his 
lips touched my sweet spot, making my body jerk into his 
further more. 


~ End of Sasha West’s POV ~ 


Every person is destined to meet their other half 
someday, but Damon Knight never believed this ever. 
Especially after loosing someone who meant the world to 
him. He never thought a word called ’soulmate’ would 
become an example of someone as beautiful as this. 


The word ‘love’ lost its essence the minute he thought it 
to be a fine weakness; being a leading mafia man brought 
not only power but enemies too attached to it. He did not 
want his nemesis to use a weakness against him, he was 
born to win and couldn’t afford to change it ever. 


But what is beauty of life, if everything travels as 
expected. 


Sasha West looked pure, naive, innocent and everything 
that describes a normal girl without any connection to his 
world. The moment he saw her, he knew she was meant to 
be his. He found magic sprinkling itself on them, turning 
them into soulmates. 


Hurting her was never his intention, but he did not know 
any other way than force, to make her his. Being the heir of 
the most powerful family of the states, he always got what 
he wanted, if not, he knew the game of snatch. Though he 
didn’t want to repeat his usual ways with her, he also did 
not know how to do it any differently. He decided how ever 
it may be, she will be his. 


He found his new sport to be fun, taming and spoiling 
her was what he would do. Yet he wasn’t ready for 


wedding. To make her understand she was his forever, he 
put forward the word, though he never meant it. 


Now it was time to make things right, but like always, his 
way. 


Sasha West’s P.O.V: 


It’s been a week since we met Damon Knight, and 
preparations for the wedding are at its height, but none 
seemed engrossed in it heartfully. They did not even try 
conversing about the happenings, yet had to answer every 
single person enquiring on the details of this impending 
nuptial. 


Dad being one among the affluent, well knew the upper 
crust of the United States. Not minutes after the news 
regarding my big day to the king of underworld broke, his 
cell rang ceaselessly. Few called to show concern, while 
few spoke to taunt at his youngest daughter whoring 
around with the young mafia. 


I still remember the day when they came back home 
from their business trip, only to find their world turn upside 
down, where their daughters appeared defunct. Elle was 
carelessly sprawled on the couch, weeping as if there is no 
tomorrow and I sat stumped with head gazing the ceiling, 
silently wishing all this to be a dreadful dream I would soon 
wake up from. 


“What happened kids?” Asked my dad worried at seeing 
us look lost, and dead. 


Darting from her seat, Elle jammed mom in her arms, 
hiccuping as she tried to control her sobs, “Mom! I am 
sorry, it is all my fault. I cannot live with this guilt my entire 
life, please help us, I plead you.” 


Taken aback at my sister’s outburst, mom patted her 
head assuring her, while she locked gaze with mine, silently 
enquiring me although her question was meant for my 
sister, “What’s wrong El?” 


Elle refused to leave mom, while her tears rolled down 
continually. I wanted to put forth my dreads, but I didn’t 


want my sister to go into a state of frenzy. So I tried to 
smile and assure them, it was nothing serious. But my dad 
knew me too well, even my slightest expressions were his 
mirror to my soul. 


Hugging me lovingly, he asked me as calm as possible. 
The warmth in his words, and the love in his arms couldn’t 
help but claw at my nightmares. 


Facing him and clutching his shirt in a death grip, I 
bawled choking on my tears, “I don’t want to marry him, 
please dad save me. I will die if I am forced into this. I 
cannot live with a criminal.” 


Patting my head soothingly, dad gasped unable to 
understand a word I uttered, “What are you talking about 
Sash? Whose marriage? Which criminal are you implying 
on?” 


Mom stiffened, as she pushed Elle harshly and asked 
glaring at her, “What have you done this time, Elle?” 


Unable to gather the strength within to look into mom’s 
stern complaining orbs, Elle spoke staring at the floor and 
fisting hands to her sides as she whimpered, “I planned a 
sneak out to Dare Horn Club, though Sasha was reluctant, 
it was me who didn’t heed to her resistance. Now, Damon 
Knight wants to wed Sasha, he proposed her and warned to 
burn everyone she loved, if she went against him. He even 
tried to kill me, just because she told him she hated and 
would never marry a criminal like him. I am sorr..” 


A loud sound resonated in the mansion. Appalled, I 
looked straight at my mom to see her turning red as her 
hand landed again on Elle’s cheek. 


“Mom stop!” I rushed quickly to Elle’s side and hugged 
her as she collapsed wailing harder. 


“How dare you push your sister into something as cynical 
as this? You are the elder one Elle, and yet every single 
time it is Sasha who bares the brunt of your misdeeds. But 
today, I will not let this slide away like every other. If you 
wished to live like this, being a spoilt brat, it is you who 
should fucking get into the demon’s den, not her If 
someone should get slaughtered for their stupidities, it is 
you, not her.” 


“Mom, I am sorry. I never wanted this for her, you know I 
love her so much.” 


“No! You do not Elle. If you did, we wouldn’t have been 
in this situation at all. Wasn’t it your duty to save your 
younger sister from danger? And what did you do instead, 
you pushed her into one horrific menacing bastard’s life. 
How does this justify your love towards her?” 


I could see Elle loosing her sanity, it was on the verge of 
splintering. She had already been blaming herself for this, 
and mom’s words were only increasing her pain. I can’t see 
her like this, her shoulders slumped, head glaring the dark 
wood, irises lost into oblivion, she looked exactly like a girl 
tired of life. 


“Mom, enough! Whatever happened was our fault 
together, you cannot wrap the entire blame around her.” 


“What did you do Elle? How can you push both of you 
into trouble? How do you plan on bringing your sister out 
of the mess, you selfishly dragged her in?” Yelled dad, 
waiving Off his hard exterior. 


He did not want to believe the information he just heard, 
he did not want to loose his favourite daughter to the 
demon, every human feared. 


“Dad! Please, what is wrong with you two? It isn’t 
entirely Elle’s fault. If I did not encourage her in the first 


place, the plan never would have been implemented. So 
how is that her fault? I was as excited as she was, only 
because she was the one to say it first, does not mean she 
is at fault.” 

“No Sasha, Elle is the elder one and she should have been 
more responsible. And this isn’t the first time she put 
herself but you along in danger. Years passed yet she 
remains the rebellious one, slaughtering you in everything 
she carelessly plunged” 


“No dad, this time it is not Elle’s fault, she did not force 
me. I did go with my own co...” Before I could complete my 
sentence, the doorbell rang loudly numbing our ears, 
destroying our heated conversation further. 


“Who could it be at this time of the hour?” Asked mom, 
slowly moving towards the door as she wiped her tears. 


“Good morning Mrs. West” The voice that made my skin 
crawl, made its way to my ears. 


I could feel Elle stiffen in my arms, her tears and choking 
increased at the fear of the person standing at our door. 
No, he cannot enter into my home like that and demolish 
our peace. No, I do not want to marry him, no please go 
away. 


I hate you, go away! 


“Hello Love! Good morning to you too” Smirked the 
devil, as he made his way inside the house without waiting 
to be invited. 


Could he get any more shameless than this? 


“Good morning Mr. Knight” Quickly recovering from the 
shock my dad smiled softly while he got up from the couch 
as a means of respect for the king and wished. Not wanting 
to irk the mafia’s mood by not returning his greetings. 


“Morning Mr West! I assume, you are already aware of 
the reason for my sudden visit.” Though his words were 
directed at my dad, his unwavering gaze was locked with 
mine. There was a hint of softness and warmth in them 
unlike the cold vacant stare in the club. 


“I know! But I humbly request you, that she is too young 
to get married Mr Knight” Dad tried pursuing the devil 
comfortably sitting cross legged on the couch, my dad just 
vacated. 


“Don’t worry about that. When she is old enough to enter 
my adult club, then why not my life? Don’t you think there 
is a point in what I am conveying, Mr. West?” He asked, 
throwing a taunt my way. 


“IT understand! Well, it is her grave mistake to visit your 
club when she isn’t supposed to, but please this is a much 
bigger punishment for what she has done. She is a kid, 
please forgive her sir!” 


“Did I just hear you meaning to say, marrying me is a 
punishment, Mr. West? Is this what you are implying on?” 
He growled sending a sickening shrill down my spine, and I 
could feel Elle pushing herself more into me. Involuntarily 
my hands tightened around her, assuring of my vigilance in 
her safety. 


“No sir! Not at all, that is definitely not what I meant. I 
was just saying, she is too young to get married and carry 
the responsibility of a family on her shoulders.” 


“So the marriage will be after a month, and do not worry 
Mr West, she will grow into a fine and strong woman by my 
side.” With that he walked away, but his tone had a finality 
to it, meaning not to go against it for one’s own safety. 


Thus sealing my fate with his, forever! 


He walked away, just like that. How could he do that, he 
didn’t ask me whether I was okay with this early marriage. 
Atleast I expected him to take my consent, regarding the 
date of the important happening of our life. But no, he did 
not feel it necessary to consider my opinion. 


Alas! How did I even forget, this is Damon Knight we are 
talking about, he does only what he likes. It doesn’t matter 
to him, whether for others it is will or force. 


Now the infamous wedding of the king of underworld is 
in three weeks. It is all over the media and newspapers. 
How the sadistic lord is marrying a very beautiful woman 
belonging to one of the wealthiest families of United States, 
‘The Wests’. 


Infact I am sure, every woman out there is happy and 
relieved for never falling prey to the beast ever again. And 
why wouldn’t they even be, after all this man is a 
chauvinistic asshole. 


But what about me, how will I tolerate this man for a 
lifetime? 


How will I cope up with his dictatorship? 
How will I be able to deal with his attitude? 


How will I accept his advances, when I feel snakes 
crawling on my body at his single touch? 


Oh really? 
But the previous day, I heard a different tale. 


Something on the lines of gelling core and growing 
sexual tensions, at the mastery of his touch! 


Slapping my conscience to its rightful place, I decided to 
save myself from the demon I recently encountered. I 
cannot let this happen, I do not want to marry him. 


How can I marry a criminal, whose life’s purpose is to 
kill and seek power? 


No I have to bargain with him on this soon. 


DKK KKK KKK 


The minute I thought of dealing with my problem, I found 
myself standing in front of his office the next. Only to 
convey loud and clear, my lack of interest in marrying him, 
no matter what the consequences are. 


But thinking is easier than doing. 


It’s been half an hour since I am standing outside, but 
not finding courage to go and talk, fearing the scene from 
the club would replay again, only this time worser than the 
last, destroying everyone I love. 


But no I cannot let him dictate my life, he might be a 
dictator for the whole world, but I am not going to dance to 
his tunes. I am a person with a free will, and I will not let 
him snatch my identity, just because of his stupid fantasies. 
I should talk to him about it, maybe I could convince in a 
calm and cool way, try to make him understand I am not 
suitable for him. 


Is this naivity or stupidity? 


Rolling eyes at my conscience, I walked into his office, 
that looked no less than royalty and I couldn’t stop myself 
from gaping at it. 


The place had high ceilings with a huge crystal 
chandelier decorated at the centre, large and broad black 
sheer curtains hung with little silver guns leaking red drops 
from its front enclosed in a circle, placed with a few 
centimetres distance from the other, all over the length of 
the curtains. 


The circle in which the shining gun was placed looked 
like a symbol, as the same looked huge and intimidating 
with red words written around it which said, "Welcome to 
the Knight’s World’, behind the beautiful receptionist’s 
desk. 


Behind those dark and gorgeous curtains stood the glass 
walls, that gave a much richer and classier look to the 
building both inside out. 


Why does anyone need such a beautiful place for doing 
bad shit? 


How can anyone kill, smuggle, kidnap and what not in 
something that looked too heavenly and loose _ their 
classiness to paint their office with it? 


I was too busy in my little dream world, when I heard the 
beautiful receptionist speak in a concerned tone confused 
at seeing someone like me in a place that only spoke 
cruelty, 


“Who are you? What are you doing here? Don’t you know, 
this place is off limits for a woman like you?” 


“Yes I am aware, yet I wish to meet Damon Knight. 
Please!” She snorted whilst gaping at me, as if I was an 
alien standing in front of her and feasting on a live human. 


“Wish granted Love” 


Knowing the huge burly man stand few feet away with a 
dissecting stare and a baleful smirk, my ears turned 
scarlet, chest heaved violently, legs quivered not caring a 
damn about my warning conscience to stand still. Heart 
reprimanded, for thinking I could convince this demon 
without getting burned in the process. 


It wasn’t just me, if ever he lost his tranquility which I 
guess by the tone of his voice, already was hanging on a 
thin thread, he could burn anyone and everyone, and I 
wasn’t ready to bait my family in thought of a foolish 
decision my soul asked me to test. 


But that did not mean I will emancipate hope without one 
last try, if I did, I would look a dud to my own conscience, 
and I wasn’t up for that. 


Now that I am obdurate to counter him, I have to make 
sure I do not drag my loved ones into a combat they didn’t 
ask for. My stupid mischief cannot lead to their downfall, 
and I will not let that happen, even if it meant me going 
under his radar. 


The biggest question now being, 


Will I be able to confess, I do not intend to marry him, or 
atleast ask to farther the wedding date? 


Even if I do, am I ready for his favourite game called 
violation? 


Suspiring troubled at my impotent plight, clotting my 
breath into my chest, I turned, only to find myself face to 
chest with him. I cringed even at the slightest thought of 
our lips touching only if we were of the same height. 


I shuddered internally. No matter how often my heart 
skipped its beat at his goregous outer look, I was no fool to 
not perceive his inner demons. A monster however might 


look irresistible, he will still remain a devil, who has the 
ability to swallow everyone in his vicinity with a single 
blink. 


“Yes Love, why did you wish to meet?” He whispered 
leaning into my earlobe, as he closed the distance between 
us with one single stride. But his body stayed stiff refusing 
to touch mine, his hands erect. Though he could easily, he 
didn’t. 

Now that I don’t think is even a little bit of chivalry, 
though it might seem so. 


Swiping off the sweat from my forehead cautiously in a 
way that my elbow wouldn’t touch his stomach, I took deep 
breaths and walked backwards to make space expected to 
be given by two normal people, who happen to be 
strangers. 


“T have something to confess.” I said looking into his 
blazing irises, soothing myself to not whimper under his 
haughty gaze. 


“Well, I see. What is so important that you couldn’t wait 
until we meet again, or speak on call?” 


“You know it, Mr Knight. I just wanted to ask again, if 
there is anything I could do, for you to let me free.” 


“Free? As in Love?” 


Slowly making his way towards me, he refused to shift 
his flaming glare from my silver gaze, as if challenging me 
to answer his nonchalant query. He very well knew the 
answer, yet he was asking. 


“Please Damon; I do not wish to marry you, we don’t 
even know each other. We met once, where you threatened 
me for a dance, and apart from me along with everyone 
else knowing what you and your family are, I do not know 


anything else about you. How do you expect us to wed? 
Don’t do this to me, this isn’t fair.” 


I spoke, shocking myself for slamming such defying 
words on his face and not mewling under his knife like orbs 
that turned more frosty at my daring confession. He 
crooked his neck to the left, like a mad man watching 
something hilarious. 


Only difference here seemed to me was, neither he is a 
mad man nor I spoke anything amusing. So that meant, 
something dangerous was leisurely strolling in his devious 
head, and I was well aware it would not end well for me or 
my family. 


Before I could come out of my trance and decode his true 
malicious thoughts, I found him standing before me in 
three huge leaps, quite dangerously close. 


As a reflex I was about to step back, when spoiling my 
instinct he pulled me by waist to his hard chest. My head 
collided to his upper front, and red color made its place 
evident on his white shirt, clearly designing my lipstick 
mark on his expensive apparel. 


Though my eyes widened at it, but I did not dare open 
my mouth in fear of facing his violent behaviour yet again. 


“IT am the Mafia, alone enough to make the world bow 
down at my feet. The king, people fear. The devil, children 
are told inorder to put them to sleep. The bad boy, girls are 
asked to stay away from, yet some do not do as said, falling 
prey to their own shenanigans. Isn’t this enough, what else 
do you want to know? Ask me Love, I will be more than 
pleased in detailing you on your fiancé. Is there?” He asked 
cocking his eyebrow and looking straight into my blurry 
vision, as if daring me to say something against it. 


Finding no retort reaching his ears, seeing me stay 
rooted to the place stiffening in his hold that only fattened, 
his smirk grew calamitous. Bending, he pasted his lips to 
the end of mine. Disgusted I tried getting out of his hold, 
only to find myself more in his death grip, 


“Stop twisting Love! You do not want my friend down 
there to push himself into yours forcefully. If that happens, 
it is not my fault let me be clear. You are provoking him by 
rubbing your lower half on him.” 


Hearing his blunt comebacks, I couldn’t control my 
sniffle anymore. Standing rigid, I said clogging on my tears, 
“Please Damon.” 


“Want to know me before you are tied to me, is that your 
problem? Fine! If that is what you want, let us post-pone 
the wedding.” He said drawing his lips to my shoulder 
blade and grazing his teeth on it. Making me shudder in 
loathe. 


Wanting to leave as quick as possible from the man who 
was soaring high on hormones, I replied hurriedly exhaling 
clumsily, “Really? Should I inform my parents about it?” 


He didn’t cancel the wedding but postponement is in 
itself a sweetener. I would get more time to be myself, stay 
by my family, friends and home. 


Feeling relieved for being able to push the nightmarish 
matrimonial for now, a slight smile appeared on my lips. 
Atleast I could buy more time before the inevitable 
happens, maybe just maybe, I will be able to make him 
understand in the future, I am not the right one for him. 


“Of course Love! Tell them, the wedding is postponed for 
an year.” He said pushing himself a little away from me, as 
he dragged his knuckles ever so lightly on my cheek. 


“This means a lot to me, I am really grateful to you.” I 
replied, happiness clearly audible in my tone. 


“So does to me.” He smiled and it seemed anything but 
genuine, though I tried, I couldn’t exactly point out the 
hidden meaning behind it. 


But for now, I just wanted to walk away from him fearing 
anymore physical intimacy. I tried to relieve myself from his 
hold, whilst finding his stare shift from my eyes to lips. I 
shuddered thinking about his next action. 


“T believe, I should leave. Will you please let me?” 


“Should I?” He counter questioned, still not shifting his 
gaze. 


“My family would be awaiting my return, please. This 
time I am telling the truth.” I pleaded, while the words 
came out as fearful stammer. 


“Yeah! You should go. Goodbye for now, Love.” 


Soughing I tried to move backwards, and this time he let 
me. My smile brightened and waving him a farewell I 
turned to leave; swiftly drifting off to my dreamland where 
I hoped to see my family merrier, when I break this news to 
them. Atleast we have an year together for now, to plan 
further on ways to cancel the wedding. 


But I didn’t realise I was being inane to reckon, the devil 
would leave me off the hook smoothly. How could I forget 
that a monster like him would not accept anything, without 
changing the circumstances to his asset. 


“Stay with me to know me.” 
~ End of Sasha West’s POV ~ 


“Stay with me to know me.” She abruptly stopped her 
steps hearing the cause behind her sleepless nights, her 


eyes instantly filled with tears, she didn’t dare turn back or 
look at him. 


What difference did the proposition even make, when 
either way she would be staying with him in just a week’s 
time? 


This only was worse than the previous, without legalising 
their relationship she will be living with him. She did not 
see any good in this. She then got a deeper view of his 
diabolicalities. He could change everything to his merit, a 
master manipulator, a bastard, who fed on other’s fear. 


He walked towards her, making loud sounds on the floor, 
tapping the shoe sole hard. This is exactly what he wanted, 
hitting two birds with one stone. He got ample amount of 
time until the wedding and yet he got to stay with her. His 
dad won’t have a Say in it this time, now that he has a valid 
reason to ground the same. 


He knew she won’t stop trying to free herself from him, 
and just like he anticipated the fish herself made its way to 
the net. 


Standing exactly behind her, merely few inches away he 
asked, tone mocking, lips smirking, mind boasting at the 
wonder of his plan, “What happened Love? You had a 
problem with the wedding, for you didn’t know me 
properly. Doesn’t that mean, you want to know me well? So 
by staying under the same roof, in the same room, sharing 
the same bed, you will get to know me more than anyone 
else ever had the liberty to. Isn’t that a great opportunity 
for a person, who wants to know me inside out?” 


She did not know what to Say, his voice clearly ringing in 
her ears, her own formulae twisted to his benefit, she 
couldn’t find a better reply to retaliate. 


She never knew words could be twisted this good, to 
make sure needs are met. With this she understood one 
thing for sure, this man, the devil she liked to call him as, 
was not someone to mess with. 


A tortuous brain, cutlass body, tenebrous thoughts, and 
wizardly power to turn every single thing, living or non 
living to his will were his prodigious pros, thus 
transforming him to the wretch earthlings dreaded. 


“Either you stay with me or get married to me after a 
week. You have a week to decide Love. Be quick, I have 
very little patience left in me. For that matter I am not a 
patient man Love, you should be grateful that I grant you 
week’s time, counting my caliber to not. Whatever you 
choose, you are coming home with me. Am I clear?” 


She didn’t care to meet his gaze or reply, not with words 
or a nod. Her body stayed paralysed, mind trying with 
ferocity to latch out at the sliding words for a better 
comeback but everything went in vain. 


Because only her heart could tell, how much pain it 
currently endured. The thought of marrying a criminal, and 
being manipulated for a lifetime wasn’t easy to cope for the 
teen. 


